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“Mr. and Mrs. Kendall of London.”

“Doe vou know where they may be
found 7"

“Presumably at one of the hoteis—
probably the Waldorf.”

“Ring up the Waldorf at once, {en,
and ask if they are registered there,”
cried Boyd.

“Yes,Mr. Boyd, they are,”” Dearborn
excitedly reported, a little later. *“Do
You wish to talk with them?”

“Yes, and to see them,” »aid Boyd,
bluntly. “Give me one of your cards.
That’s all, sir. Do nothing more or: the
case—absolutely nothing—till you hear

from me. That shall he as early as
possible.  Now, sir, I'm off for the
Waldorf. Don't delay me, gentlemen,

for each moment may be of value.”

With which, disregarding the cues-
tions Dearborn was fain to ask, Mr.
Felix Boyd hastened from the consul
general’s office and into that of the
banker. from which he quickly beck-
oned the centiral office man there
awaiting him.

“There’s nothing yet doing 1or you,
Jimmie,” he hurriedly remarked, as
they proceeded to the street. “But I
feel sure that I shall need vou later.”

“Say when, Felix,” laughed Cole-
man. “That’s all that’s necessary.”

“Got anything on?”

“Nothing important.”

“W/1ll it bore you very much to wait
in my office until T show up?”

“Not in the least.”

*“Go there, then, and wait till T come.
Tt may be soon, or possibly not for sev-
eral hours.”

“I'll be there when you come.”

“Do so. I anticipate a bit of warm
work, provided I can follow the thread
T've got hold of, and haste may be im-
velra'f;ive. So don’'t disappoint me, Jim-
mie,

“Not T, Felix™

“So long, then, I'1l surely see you
later.”

-

In the circumstantial evidence bear-
ing upon the disappearance or abduc-
tion of Luella Dearborn, as just pre-
sented, ons would hardly-say that Mr.
Felix Boyd could have discovered any-
thing of serfous importance. Very few
men, indeed, would have regarded with
more than superficial econsideration the
simple circumstances brought to his no-
tice; and it is doubtful iIf any man on
earth, save Boyd alone, would have
discovered In thern anything of a very
encouraging nature.

Boyd seldom moved out of a walk,
however, unless stimulated in some ex-
traordinary way; and the celerity with
which he arrived at the Waldorf, after
leaving Dearborn’s office, was alone
significant.

High noon found him just entering |

the apartments of Mr. and Mrs. Ken-
dall, to whom he presented the consul’s
card and introduced himself, then
hastened to state his business.

“It's about Miss Dearborn,” said he,
while making a cursory survey of the
English couple. “She has—"

“Been abducted? Oh, yves., we have
just heard of it, and are in great dis-
tress about her,” Mrs. Kendall impul-

sively interrupted, with much agita-
tion.
“Heard of it, eh?” rejoined Boyd,

with a curious squint. “May I ask, if
you please, who was your informant?"

“Why, sir, Mr. Dearborn himself,”
replied the lady. “Joe—that's Mr. Ken-
dall-just had a talk with him by tele-
phone, and was informed of the dread-
ful news.’

“Mr. Dearborn, if vou will pardon me,
would do better if he keot the affair
quiet,” said Boyd, a bit dryly. “It is
barely possible that I may, by speedily
recovering the girl, be able to spare
him and her the unpleasant notoriety
attending the general publication of
such an affair. I by no means impl'y,
however, that you and Mr. Kendall will
not maintain a generous secrecy,” he
smilingly added, with much suavity.

“Oh, we will disclose nothing, I as-
sure you,” cried Kendall, warmly.
“Dearborn is our very dear friend.
we can be of any service, moreover, I
hope you will command us.”

“As I now am
fair,” returned Boyd, *“‘vou
swer a few questions for
will.”

“Cheerfully.”

“Was Miss Dearborn with yvou when
the Umbria arrived at the pier?”

“She was, Mr. Boyd. and remained

may
me, if

an-
you

with us until she departed with her fa- |

ther’s secretary.”

“With his secretary?” queried Boyd.l

with lifted brows.

“Certainly, sir, so the gentleman
stated. He came on board soon aftar
10 o'’clock, and, having found Luella, he
stated that her father had a very im-
portant case in court this morning, and
could not come to the steamer. He in-
troduced himself as Dearborn’s under-
secretary, and said that he had been
sent from the consul’s office to escort
the girl to her father’s residence.”

“Did she readily acocmpany him?"”

“Immediately,”” bowed Kendall. “Nat- !

urally none of us had
distrust the man.”

“Had she any baggage other than ler
trunks?”’

any reason to

“She had quite a large portmanteau, |

made of brown leather. Of this ‘he

under-secretary politely relieved 1T,

when they started to leave the steam-
er.”

“Did you see them after they
barked?”

“We did not. They disappeared un-
der the shed on the pier.”

“On what part of the vessel were you
located when she was made fast to the
pler?”

“We were seated on the after-decxk.
sir, watching for Mr. Dearborn,
we expected would meet Luella at
steamer.”

“How long did you remain there after
the vesse]l was docked?”

r *About half an hour, 1 should say™
“Were you in plain view of the pier?”
“Yes.”

“Thank you. very
Boyd, rising to go

disem-

~ho

much,”
“Now

smiled
I will trou-

bie you only for a general! description |

of—well, I will him—the
secretary.”

Kendall laaghed, and hastened to add

call under-

the desired description, whereupon Mr.l
Felix Boyd made a hurried departure, |
his feet |

and let no grass grow under
in returning downtown.

Between 12:30 and 32 that afternvon,
Boyd located and interviewed no less
than seventy-two public nackmen, de-
laying to ask of each only such cueg-
tions as evoked replies indicating that
he was not the man Boyd sought.

Not until he struck hackman seven-
ty-three, at the foot of Warren sireet,
did Boyd light upon his man. Once
ggain, however, it is doubtful
other than Boyd would have derived
much satisfaetion from the perfectly
frank statements of the hackman, cr
have been at all elated at having dis-
covered him.

Hackman seventy-three

was an

If |

investigating the af- |

the |

if an-|

and a short, croppy heard of the sane
roseate hue. He had ruddy cheeks, a
pair of shrewd gray eyes, and in_vears
and build was about on a line with
Boyd himself.

At a gesture from the latter Casey
readily came down fromt his box, when
the following brief interview ensued,
the acumen displayed by Felix Boyd
placing him in a class entirely his own:

“Is this a public carriage, my man?”
he asked.

“Sure, sor, it is,” replied Casey, with
an unctuous brogue.

“Have you been out with' it since
morning?"’

“I have, sor, save whin baiting up a
bit.”

“Were you at the Jane street pier
when the Umbria was docked this
morning ?*’

“That’s where 1 was, sor?”

“Did you secure any passengers?”’

“1. did.”

“How many?”

“Why will T be after telling you?” in-
quired Casey, with a suspicious squint
of his gray eyes.

“T am a detective, Mr. Casey,” said
Boyd, with quiet significance. “An-
swer me truthfully, my man, or you
may find yourself without a license.”

““Sure, sor, that’s what I’ll do in that
case,” laughed Casey. *“I took away
two gintlemin, sor, up to No. — Thir-
ty-first street. I always kape a ricord,
sor, so I'm sure of the street and num-
ber.”

“Were your passengers
only? No women?”

“Divil a woinan, sor. Just two min.”

“Did they arrive on the steamer?”

“Bedad, sor, I can't say. I'm think-
ing wan of them did.”

“Why do you think so?” .

“Because I didn’t see him anywhere
about whin the first wan engaged me,”
explained Casey, in a rather circuitous
fashion. “Me hack was a bit away
from the pier, sor, and wan of thim
engaged me for the job, and said he
was after having a friend who would
be along prisently. We waited about
a bit, and thin he asked me would I
g0 and get him some cigars, as he was
near dead for a smoke.”

“Did you go?’ asked Boyd, with a
subtle gleam in his attentive eyes,

“Sure I did!” exclaimed Casey, pull-
ing out a cigar. “There’'s wan he gave
me for the going, the which I'm kaping
to smoke whin I rade me avening pa-
per.”

“And when you returned with the
cigars, Mr. Casey? What then?”

“Whin I came back to me hack with
thim, the wan who sint me said
friend was inside, and I was to start

two men

at once. So 1 got upon me box and
| started. That's all, sor.”

“Not quite all, Mr. Casey,” said Boyd,
with a rather grim display of satisfac-
| tion. *“Did vou see the second man, the
friend of number one?”

“I did not, indade.”

“How did that happen?”

“The first wan had drawn down the
curtain on the hack dure, sor.”

“He had, eh?”

“He said his friend was after having
wake eyes, which the light hurted; and
thin he got in and closed the hack,
while I was after mounting to me’box.”

“Ah, T see,” muttered Boyd. “Did
they have any baggage?”

“Divil a piece, sor.”

“Not even a grip, or a portmanteau?”

“Not wan, sor, sure.”

“Was the man you
old?”

“Middlin’ like, he was, with a smooth
face. Sure, sor, he looked all right, so
| he did.”

“Smooth face, eh?” Boyd thoughtful-
ly murmured to himself. “What hap-
pened, Casey, when you arrived at the
house in Thirty-first street?”

“Sure, sor, nothing at ail,”
safed Mr, Casey.

“Your passengers got out of the hack,
didn’t they?”

“Faith, they'd be like to do that.,”
laughed Casey, with a toss of his red
head. “Whin I got down from me hox,
the wan I saw at the pier was on the
| sidewalk as quick as I was meself.”

“Ah! And then?”

“He said there was a trunk upstairs
in the house, which he wanted me to
take away whin I wint, and l'ave it at
the Grand Central station.”

“Well?” \

“So I wint up the steps with him
and into the house, and he sint me up
to the third flure front, saying he’d
bring in his friend while T was after
| getting the trunk.”

“Ah, yes, I see.”

saw young cr

vouch-

third flure front,” added Casey, with
ludierous simplicity; “and whin I eame
down, I was teold an expressman had
| called and got it while the boss. the
wan 1 spake of, was out after his friend
at the steamer.”

“*“While vou were after the trunk.”
remarked Boyd, “your passenger with
weak eyes had, I presume, been assist-
i ed into the house.”

“But divil a trunk could 1 find in the |

his |

¥ The

“Sure, sor, he had,” cried Casey.
“And niver an eye did T set on him. I
was paid {or me job, all right, and |
that's all there was to it. I'd go me
pile on that, sor.”

“And lose your pile, Casey, in the
bargain,” said Boyd, with caustic dry-
ness. “I want you, Casey. Take me up

to Pine street at once, and don't spare
your horses. .Here's my card.”

Casey glanced curiously at the name
on the slip of pasteboard, and then his
honest, gray eyes came up with an ut-
terly indescribable stare at the force-
ful, clean-cut features of Mr. Felix
Boyd.

“'Fore God, is that so?” he muttered,
quite aghast with amazement. “Phat
the divil, thin, was 1 up against this
morning?”’ 3 J

Jirnmie Coleman looked somewhat
surprised on seeing Felix Boyd, when
the latter entered his Pine street office
| in company with the hackman. yovd's
I strong, «clean-cut features appeared
drawn and pale, his eyes feverish and

| dilated. and he at once turned to the
| lavatory and drained several full
glasses of cold water, one after an-
other.

“What's the matter with you?" de-

| manded Coleman, curiously regarding
him. “Are you on fire ingide?” .
Boyd smiled faintly, and signed Casey
to a chair.
“Not exactly, Jimmie,”

said he, a bit
hoarsely. “Empty as a tub would hit
it nearer. I've eaten nothing since early
| morning. Haven’'t had time as yet.”
“Same case?”
Reep 7 Ny
I “Struck anything?"
| “A thread worth following, i
| At all events, 1 shall try it. Ring up
the central office, Jimmie. and bring
| three men down here as quickly as you
—or, stay! Take this address, instead,
|and go up there, and—what is this
| house, Casey? TIs it one of a block”
“It is, sor. 1It's wan of a rid brick
block, about the thirud dure from the
corner.”
“Here you are,

think.

Jiminie. Take two

Irishman named Casey, with red hair, 'or three men along with you, and cover

|
|
!
|

that- house front  and rear. Have all
hands lie low for a time, or until sig-
naled from within. Let the sound of
a gun bring them in on the jump. It'll
not be that, unless necessary. Place
them within an hour, Jimmie, when I
shall show up there as—" i

Boyd, who had .been hurriedly re-
moving his outer garments while rat-
tling forth the above instructions, fin-
ished with a cant of his head in the
direction of " the waiting hackman,
whose mute perplexity declared itself
in the ludicrous expression of his ruddy
face.

Coleman knew better than to delay
for questions at such a time. He had
learned by experience that the intense
mental application under which Boyd
invariably labored, when at work on
any case appealing to his peculiar tal-
ents, always rendered him irritable and
impatient, and frequently so self-ab-
sorbed that food and sleep were utterly
ignored for days at a stretch.
central office man merely
nodded, therefore, signifying that he
understood; and he deferred his depart-
ure only to ask:

“Got any idea of the parties, Felix?"”

Boyd replied while hurriedly remov-
ing his linen collar "and tie:

“The audacious boldness of the trick,
assuming I'm right, Jimmie, and the
nerve and cunning the rascals dis-
played, indicate that it was turned by
some of the old gang-—possibly by the
Big Finger himself. Egad, I hope so,
too! I'd give a year’s pay for the sat-
isfaction of snapping bracelets around
that crafty miscreant’s wrists. Come,
come, Jimmie, an hour flles quickiy!”

“Trust me, Felix,” returned Cole-
man, starting for the door. “T’ll have
your house covered in half the time.
Look for me in front, Felix.”

“I'll remember,” nodded Boyd, as the
door closed. “Now, Casey, my good
fellow, come out of that rig you
have on. T must borrow your clothes
and your hack for an hour or two.”

This unexpected proposal sent CaseV,
figuratively speaking, into the air.

“Borrow me clothes, is it? And me
hack?” he ecried shrilly. “Bedad, 1
guess not! T'll have néne o' that. Sure,
sor, I'd stand for me duds, if thim was
the limit. But not for me hack—
niver!”

“Both clothes and hack,
good man,” said Boyd firmly. “So
don’t argue the matter, but come up
to the dough dish gracefully. Other-
wise T must send to headaguarters for
an officer—and a pair of bangles for
you.”

“Bangles,

“Now

Casey, my

s it
come with
room, like a good fellow.
there in the light from the window,
that I may see you plainly. Yours is
rather an ordinary mug, on the whole,
and I think I can duplicate it. Surely
well enough to fool a knave who has
seén you but once. Sit still, now, Ca-
sey, and keep your eye on me. I'll
show you a thing or two worth know-
ing—not often I do so for strangers.
Ah, here's the very wig—matches vour
topknot perfectly. Sit quietly now,
and we'll shift rigs a little later.
Warm, sin’t it?”

As men of far greater mental
strength often had done, Casey had
wilted like a wet rag under the insin-
uating influence of Felix Boyvd. With
an expression of ludicrous helplessness,
not unmingled with curious interest,
he had accompanied Boyd into the lat-
ter's dressing room, containing  nis
nondeseript wardrobe and the require-
ments of effecting almost any kind of
disguise, and there had seated him-
self as directed.

Casey’s dubious misgivings. more-
over, gave way to mingled admiration
and delight as he watched the artistic
transfiguration gradually perfected by
Felix Boyd. At the end of half an
hour the hackman, staring with wide
eyes at his companion, could honestly
have declared that he thought himself
staring into a mirror.

“God save you, Mr. Boyd, you're a
divil, so you are!” said he. when the
latter was about ready to depart, clad
in nearly all of Casey’'s garments.

“Hardly that,” rejoined Boyvd. “Bear
in mind that you are to remain here
until I return.”

“That I will, sor, and not l'ave—
say! do I look like you, sor, when I'm
meself?” Casey broke off to demand
bullishly, with an indescribable grin.

“Well, very nearly,” said Boyd, as he
slipped a brace of revolvers into his

the next
Sit right

me into

hip pockets.

“Thin, by the powers, T'll stay here
till dark, so I will. If I look like that,
sure I niver ought to be out in day-
light. I'll wait here, sor, niver fear.”

Bovd drew the cap of the hackman
over his brow, then tendered the cigar
which Casey had displayed before the
exchange of garments. ] t

“Enjoy a smoke while you wait, Mr. |
Casey,” said he, with sinister dryness.
“Have it, not on me, but on—the under-
secretary! God willing, T'll presentiy
have him smoking—in another fash-
ion. {

About half-past 4 that afternoon. !
(Casey’s hack appeared for the second
time that day at the house in Thirty-
first street, and the driver mounted the
stone steps and rang the door bell.

The summons was answered by a
stout female servan@ Her sleeves wers
rolled above the elbows of a pair of!
brawny red arms. Her eyes took on a
threatening gleam, and her head an|
aggresive cant, when she beheld the|
man on the steps, much as if she
dared him to enter without being|
asked. |

Boyd first was for feeling his way, |
however, despite his firm convictions.

“Is the boss at home, mum?’ he’
hastened to ask. “I mane the gintle-|
man I was after bringing up here this
morning.”

“No, he is not,” said the woman curt-
ly. “He does not reside here.”

“Bedad, that's bad! Phat'll I do—"

“Because J'm after losing a trunk
chick, a brass wan, which was given
me by a fare early this morning, and
I—".

“Well you don’'t think you lost it
here, do you?” cried the woman snap-
nishly.

“Sure, mum, it fell out o' me pocket
in some place,” protested Boyd, with
dubious pathos. “And whin 1 was up
in your third flure front, 1 thought I
was after hearing a jingle, like as if
something had dropped. which 1T then‘
didn't think much about. But mebbe
‘twas me trunk chick. mum. Would
yvou "ave me go up again, to look about
a bit on the flure? I've got to find it,
mum, or the divil's to pay.”

“Pay him, then, and—"

“Wait a moment, Jane,” interposed
a man, just then emerging from the
adjoining room, from the window of
which he had noted that the hack at
the curb was empty. “What does the
driver say-—that he lost a trunk check
here?”’

“Then let him come in and search for
it, if he wishes.”

“If you say so—"

“Come in, cabbie,” cried Kelsey cuit-

ly. “What sort of a check was it?”

He approached the door while speak-
ing, and Boyd now saw that he recent-
ly had shaved off a full beard, a fact
evinced by his slightly fairer compiex-
fon over the surface lately protected
from the sun and weather.

Boyd wanted no more conclusive
preoof that the man he now beheld was
the scamp who had pretended to be
Dearborn’s under-secretary, the crafty
rascal who had 1lured the consul’'s
daughter from the steamer, yet of
whom Casey had not caught even a
glimpse. Why tha beard had been so
quickly removed was also obvious,
since any description of the girl's ab-
ductor would naturally include it.

With no betrayal of these impres-
sions, however,” Boyd hastened to re-
ply, as he entered the house:

“The chick was a brass wan, sor,
for a trunk at the Grand Central. With
your l'ave, sor, I'il look about a bit on
the flure upstairs, where I wint for the
trunk this morning.”

Kelsey closed the front door, then
quietly turned the key, and removed it.

Boyd did not hear him, but with a
furtive glance he discovered that the
key was gone.

“Certainly, cabbie,” said Kelsey, “I'll
go upstairs with you. If the check is
there we probably can find it.”

“Thankee, sor, yit I'm not liking to
trouble you to go up.”

“No trouble at all, cabbie.
way.”

“Bedad, T can do that, having been
up there once.”

Followed by Kelsey, Boyd now pre-
ceeded to an ordinary chamber on the
third floor, where he at once began
searching about the floor under the
bed, with a diligence well calculated to
impress the former that his pretensions
were genuine. Kelsey, meantime, stood
watching him from the open door,
where he presently was joined by a
powerful, smoothly shaven man, a fur-
tive glance at whom convinced Boyvd
that he was the one by whom Casey
had been engaged at the pier.

“Who is this fellow, Kelsey?”
asked, in a sonorous undertone.

“The cabbie who brought you up
here, Gilroy,” was the reply. “He says
he lost a trunk check here, so I invited
him up to search for it.”

“Quite properly, too,” muttered Gil-
roy, as he caught the expression in
Kelsey’s sinister eyes. |

“Mebbe I'm after being mistaken.,”!
cried Boyd, now looking up’'and quickly |
touching his cap as if he recalled Gil-!

Lead the

he

roy. “I can't find it anywhere on the
flure.”
“Did you really expect to find it?”

demanded Gilroy bluntly.

“1 did, indade. Why else would 1
come here?”

“That’s precisely what I want you to
tell me.”

“Phat's that?”

“Come, come, this trunk check yarn
is much too fishy,” Gilroy now cried.
with an aggressive headshake. “You
don’t expeet us to swallow such a cock

and bull story as that, do you? It/
doesn’t go down, my man.” :
“It doesn’t, eh?” growled Boyd, with|

brows knitting.

“Not by a long chalk. Now out with|
the truth. Who sent you here?” {

“Divii a soul sint me,” declared Boyd. |
“I ecame on me own hook.” |

“But not to look for a trunk check |
That won't go down.” i

“L’ave it stay up, then. You'll get!
no more out o me. I'll go about me
business—" |

“You'll stay right where you are till|
vou've disclosed your business,” Gilroy |
harshly interrupted, stepping quickly;
into the room and closing the door.|
“Turn that key, Kelsey! TI'll have the |
truth out of this fellow, or TI'll know |
the reason why. Now, you red-headed,|
rascal, out with it, or T'll break every |
bone in your skin.”

“Aizy, aizy, with me, sor!” ecried
Boyd, shrinking to one corner. “Sure, |
I'm not looking for trouble.” t

“Well, you've found it all right, un-|
less—"" '

“Kape your hands off! L'ave me|
have time, 1 say, and I'll tell the whole!
business.” !

“Out with it, then, and quickly, or|
vou’'ll have no wind with which to telli
:  sia !

Gilroy drew back a pace and lowered !
his threatening hand, yet it was obvi- |
ous that both he and Kelsey were |
ready for any sort of violence, to pre-

vent Boyd’'s departure and compel him
to explain his intrusion. Yet neither so
much as dreamed that he was other
than Casey, the hackman.

This was the very situation Boyd
had aimed to create, as it opened the
way for one of those crafty moves mi-
nently characteristic of him, by which
he felt sure he couid locate the miss-
ing girl.

For a moment, however, he shifted
nervously from one foot to the other,
with eyes evading Gilroy’s threaiening
gaze, and appeared for all the world as
if he_ felt himself hopelessly cornered,
and quite at a loss how to explain.

“Come, come, who sent you here?”
Gilroy impatiently repeated.

“No wan, sor, on me word,” protest-
ed Boyd. “T'll give it to you straight,
so I will.”

“Out with it, then.”

“On the level, sor, 'twas like this: 1
was up at the Grand Cintral with me
hack a spell ago, waiting for a fare,
whin a man I'm after knowing only by

¥

name came up and began to question
me.”

“About what?"” cried Kelsey, darting
nearer.

“Sure, ‘twas about a girl who's miss-
ing from the steamer Umbria, the same
which arrived this morning,” Boyd
glibly continued; as if, having fairly
begun, he now had pulled himself to-
gether. “He said as how she’d beeun
stolen, abdookted, or some such word,
d'ye see? Thin he asked me—"

“Who asked you?’ demanded Kel-
sey, in irrepressible excitement.
“Whom do you mean by he?”

“Sure, sor, his'name is Byrd, or Bovd,
or the like of that, with an office down
in Pine street. He said—"

“By God! he means Felix Boyd!”
cried Keysel, with a ghastly paleness
sweeping over his face. “I told you,
Gilroy, that—"

He broke off abruptly, to dart to the
window and Ilook out; while Gilroy,
with an ominous frown, growled an-
grily:

“Dry up, you fool, and leave this fel-
low to me! Hark you, cabbie! Are you
sure the man’s name is Boyd?"

“There's divil a doubt of that, sor.
I've had him for a fare times enough.
That’'s how [ know where his office is."*

“In Pine street?”

“It is, sor.”

“What questions did he ask you?”

“He asked me was 1 at the Jane
street pier this morning, so he did, and
what fares I brought away with me.”

“What did you tell him?”

“1 told him I had two gints for Thir-
ty-first street. Thin he asked me was
1 sure they had no girl with them.”

“And you?" cried Gilroy, with sup-
pressed vehemence. “What did you
say to that?”

“What would I be like to have said?”
queried Boyd, with a crafty leer. “Sure,
sor, the tip he'd given me was enough
to close me trap till I could make me«

Continued on Page S.
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and we will give your case careful and thorough consideration, and tell
you what can be done for you. £

CURING DISEASES of MEN has been our specialty for many years, ey
and our large and increasing patronage is positive proof that our deal- '
ings are fair and satisfactory to our patients.

We Cannof Fully Explain in an Advertisement

The diseases we treat and our methods of effecting a perfect and perma- R
nent cure of these diseases, but if you will call at our office or write us a ;

in-

BLOOD POISON,

NERVO-VITAL DEBILITY, o
URINARY COMPLAINTS,
VARICOSE OR KNOTTED g
VEINS, PILES, FISTULA

And all associate diseases and reflex complications.

Prescriptions are carefully compounded under our personal supervision, o
and warranted to be fresh and pure. Hours: 9 a. m. to 8 p. m. Sunda
10 to 12:30 only.

CONSULTATION AT OFFICE OR BY MAIL FREE AND INVITED

COOK MEDICAL CO.

116 SOUTH MAIN STREET

¥s, £ ;




